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Who looks on that, and sees not in himself 
An aweful stranger, a terrestrial God, 

A glorious partner with the DEITY 
In that high attribute, immortal life ? 

If a GOD bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm : 

I gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting soul 
Catches strange fire, eternity ! at thee ; 

And drops the world— or rather, more enjoys : 

How changed the face of nature ! how improved ! 
What seem’d a chaos, shines a glorious world ; 

Or what a world, an Eden ; heighten’d all ! 

It is another scene ! another self ! 

And still another, as time rolls along ; 

And that a self far more illustrious still ! 

Beyond long ages, yet roll’d up in shades 
Unpierced by bold conjecture’s keenest ray. 

What evolutions of surprising fate ! 

How nature opens, and receives my soul 
In boundless walks of raptui'ed thought where gods 
Encounter and embrace me ! what new births 
Of strange adventure, foreign to the sun. 

Where what now charms, perhaps whate’er exists, 
Old time and fair creation are forgot ! 

Is this extravagant ? of man we form 
Extravagant conception, to be just : 

Conception unconfined wants wings to reach him : 
Beyond its reach the godhead only more. 

HE, the GREAT FATHER kindled at one flame 
The world of rationals ; one spirit pour’d 
From spirit’s aweful fountain ; pour’d himself 
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Through all their souls, but not in equal stream ; 
Profuse or frugal of the inspiring GOD, 

As his wise plan demanded ; and when past 
Their various trials, in their various spheres 
If they continue rational, as made, 

Resorbs them all into himself again; 

His throne their centre, and his smile their crown. 

Why doubt we then the glorious truth to sing. 
Though yet unsung, as deem’d perhaps too bold ? 
Angels are men of a superior kind , 

Angels are men in lighter habit clad. 

High o’er celestial mountains wing’d in flight ; 

And men are angels loaded for an hour. 

Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain 
And slippery step the bottom of the steep. 

Angels their failings, mortals have their praise 
While here, of corps ethereal, such enroll’d. 

And summon’d to the glorious standard soon. 

Which flames eternal crimson through the skies. 

Nor are our brothers thoughtless of their kin 
Yet absent — but not absent from their love ; 

Michael has fought our battles, Raphael sung 
Our triumphs, Gabriel on our errands flown. 

Sent by the SOVEREIGN : and are these, O man ! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies ? and thou, shame burn 
The cheek to cinder ! rival to the brute ? 

Religion ’s all. Descending from the skies 
To wretched man, the goddess in her left 
Holds out this world, and in her right the next ; 
Religion, the sole voucher man, is man. 
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